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Sir Hcrcs the dporc,thisis Z»«»rtwhoufc^ 

My Fathers bcares more coward thc.Ma»ket.placc^ 

Thither muft I andhccrc 1 leaucyou fir. 

Vin. You (hall notcliooie but drmkc before you go, 

I thinke I (hall command y puK welcome here ; 

And by all likelihood feme chcere istowaird. Knock 

Grem, They’re bufic within, you wcrcbeftkuockclovvdtr 

Ped(ir.t lool^es out ef the rvindorf, 

Ped^ What's he that knockes as he would bcatc downctli 
gate? “ 

. pV/f. IsSignior Zacwfiij within ltr ? 

Ped. He’s withm ill, but not tp.be fpokenwithall. j 

Vine. What if a man bring him a hundred pound or twaJ 
makemerricwithall. • ” 

Ped. Keepe youthundrcd.poundscoyourfelfc,hc(lialli;c(i!i 

none fo Ion g as I 1 hie. 

Petr. Nay, f told you your fonne was _ beloued -i n Padua : do) 
you hcarc (ir, to Icauc frmolous circumflanccs, J pray you tcllSii, 
nior Luc ntio iha his Father is come frotn Pifayixyd is hcere at ilt 
doorc to Ipcakc With hmi, 

Ped, Thou lied Iv.s Father is come from Padmf and herelool 
ing out of the window. 

Z'lVz. Art thou bis Father?— 

Fed. 1 fir, fo his mother fay es if 1 may bcleeue her. 

P<;tr, why how now Gentleman: why this is flat knaueiij 
totakevpon you an other mans name, 

Pedet. Lay hands on the villaine,Tbclcc,ucamcanesto coztij 
fpm^ bodic in this Ckicvndcr my countenance. 

Enter Biond ho, 

Eton. 1 haue feene them in the Church together, God ftdi 
them good fli pping ; but who ishtere mine old Mailer yincem. 
nowwearevndonc andbroughtto nothing, 

• piw. Come hither crackbemje, 

Eton, 1 hope I may choofeSir, 

Vin. Come hither you rogue, what haue you forgot met? 
Biond. Forgot you. no fir: I could not forget you, for I neiifl 
faw you before in all my life. 

Vtne. Wliat you notorius villaine, didft thou neuerjce'lf 

Mifti'JS father, Vtncentioi , / ■ ... .. 7; 
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Bion. What my w.orlhip'iillold maftec ?ycs trtarrkfir fee 
where he lookes cut ofthc window, 
ytn, lilfo indeede. Hr beates EiondelU. 

Bien. Helpc, helpe, htlpe, here’s a mad man will murder tnc. 
ptdun. Help, fonne, hdpcSigniorP^pf;/?^, 
fit. pfcthec ./Cate let’s (land afide and fee the end of this 
cotKroucrIic 

Enter Pedant withferttants, Baptiftat Tranio, 

fra. S« what arc you that offer to bcatc my feruaac ? 

Vine. What am I fi : nay what arc you fir ; oh immortall Gods: 
oil fine villaiae , a filken doublet], avclucthofe.alcarlctcloak 
andac ^parainchat ; oh I am vndonc, 1 am vndonc: while Iplaic 
thegood husband at home, my fonne andmy ftxuantfpend all 
atthevuiuctfitie. 

Tra. Hownowwhat’ithetBatter ? 

Bapt. What is the man lunanckc ? 

7><«.Sir, you feeme afober ancient Gentleman by your habit 
butyour words fbew you amad man : why fir, what cernei it you, 
/iflwearcPearlc and gold: 1 thanke my good father, lam able 
toniaituainc it. 

Vin, Thy father : oh villaine, he is a Saile-makcr in Berq;ame, 
Bap. You Miflake fir, you miilakc fir , praic what do you think 
is his name? 

Vin. His name, as if I knew not bis name : [ haue broughc 
iiim vp euer flnee he was three y eeres old, and his name is 7" ronio , 
Ped. Awaic, away mad afTe, his name is Luceutiot and he is 
mine oneliefonneand beue to the lands of me (igniot Vincentio, 
Vin. Lucentio , oli he hath mutdred his Mailer; 1 ay hold on 
bioi I charge you iiu he Dukes name: oh my lonne, my fonne: 
tell me thou villaine, where is my fonne Lucentio ? 

Call forth an officer: Came this mad knauc to chclailc: 
Mthcr Baptifia, 1 charge you fee that he be forth comming. 

Vine. Came mee Co tile laile ? 

^re. Staicofficct, he (hallnot goto prifen. 

Bap. Talkc not figniot Gremio : 1 fay he Qiallgoetoprifbii. 

Take heede fignior Baptijia^ leflyou beconicatcht ift 
bofiaeffe : I dare fwcare this is the right Vincentio. 

SweatcU thoudai’ft. . 



